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	1. Chapter 1

"_I don't wanna fight. Whatever you wanna do, we'll do. J"_

She has to gather the courage to read the short note again.

"_J_", she notes. He simply signed it_ J_.

She uses her sleeve to clean away the heavy flow of tears falling down her burning cheeks. It's in that moment she truly realizes how much she messed up. The restraining order seemed like the best idea at the time, and she was scared to death with the thought of having her baby taken away.

She reaches for the simple white crib, with the big yellow bow. Her palms touch the soft wood as her fingers travel through the harsh materials. _"I don't wanna fight."_ She reads once more, falling down to her knees this time. _"Whatever you wanna do, we'll do." _That's' the thing she never quite understood about him. How could he always be the voice of reason behind their every storm? How could he take her side on things? Even when it happened last time, with Samuel, he let her have her away. He let her plan her pregnancy and stick to the plan. He let her not know about the baby's gender, even if it was against his will. He let her do all these things even if they killed him. It makes her wonder why he still does… There's a sense of compromise in everything he does. Well, at least about this. Because he compromised too much in the past and now she knows he's over and done with it.

Their marriage seemed to crumble because of that damn word and its meaning: compromise… or the lack of it.

She finds herself on the floor, by the crib. Completely heartbroken and alone. As she breaks down once again, she feels her stomach turn into a black hole, her heart turn into a wild hurricane of emotions, and her mind turn into a heavy river of painful thoughts. _"What have you done?" _She asks herself, not sure if she can find the right answers. If they were hanging by a fragile string, then now that string has broken, perhaps forever. How could she fix it and begin to explain him her own fears? How could he understand her pain? How could they start over?

.

She sees him at the cafeteria by noon. He doesn't even look her way, but she can tell he feels her presence. Observing from a safe distance, she's isn't ready to face him or the consequences of her actions just yet.

She misses it. She missed sitting across the table from him, and stealing food from his plate. She even misses the angry fake looks he used to give her when she stole one chip too many. And she misses their talks. God, how much she misses talking to him! She misses laughing too. With him. She misses the way his lips slightly parted when he did it, when he smiled. She misses his freckles and the way they hug his nose. She misses his touch and the way his hands always had the power to calm her down. She misses the sound of his voice at night, just as when he was about to sleep. He misses the way he adoringly said her name.

"April?"

Arizona's voice wakes up her from her daydream memories, just to reveal that the dream is over.

.

He doesn't direct one word at her throughout the whole day. And it's when she's at home, alone in bed once more, that she lets the guilt consume her almost completely.

Looking up at the dark grey ceiling, she runs her thoughts through everything that has happened. From the boards, to Matthew; from her wedding, to their wedding; from the happiest moment in her life when she found out she was pregnant, to Samuel; from feeling like dying each day that passed by, to Jordan; from Jordan, to divorce. It feels like she has lived a thousand lives in one.

She closes her eyes, and takes a deep breath. Her heart is full with the thought of another life being created inside of her. "_You're okay. You're okay."_ She tells herself, repeatedly. And she is in fact okay, or at least she pretends she is. And as her hands travels down her stomach, she can already feel a small bump. Her sweet little baby bump. "_You're okay."_ She says, in the form of a prayer this time. Hugging her bump with both of her hands, she asks God with all every single bit of faith and hope that she has for her baby to be okay. There's a miracle growing inside of her, and one thing she knows for sure… It is only the beginning.

.

They come face to face for the first time since she served him with the papers the next day, when she's trying to hurry and catch the elevator, and he's already inside of it. Her heart takes a stumble when his rough deep blue eyes fall upon her small frame. They're fuming, burning with anger and pain.

"Is this against the law or should I take the stairs?" He makes a small remark, before looking at her with a certain disdain.

"Jackson, I-" Her throat dries out before she can finish her own thoughts.

"Don't." He shakes his head, ready to step out of the elevator.

"Stop." April says, blocking the entrance with her body, raising her head to face him. "We need to talk. I need to explain-"

"You don't get to _need_ anything." He says, almost mumbling. "Do you realize what you just did? Do you realize how much-" His words fall off his mouth incomplete. And she notices that he's making that face he does when mad, when he is too angry to speak, when he can't even find the words to express how he feels.

"I-" She starts, with her voice trembling standing in his presence. "I can explain. I can explain everything. Please."

He crosses his arms and turns his eyes to the ground. It takes a long second for him to open up his mouth again, for him to raise his voice along his deeply sad eyes, for him to clear his throat and part his lips to say. "_You need_ to explain. And right now _I need_ you to step aside. Please." There's a sense of sarcasm in his tone with his last word. And with that, he is gone.

.

It's Tuesday night and the crib is still in the middle of the living room floor. And she keeps spending her evenings staring at it.

The baby's room, Samuel's room, is where it has always been. The door is still closed, though, and she can't find the courage to go inside. The memories, buried, but the pain is simply too fresh to be relived.

When she asked Jackson what did he do with Samuel's stuff, he said he gave them away, to charity. It was the only and last time she mentioned it. The crib, white as snow, seems like a good prospect of what's to come. White, washing away everything that reminded herself of the dark nights spent crying over her lost son.

.

It's Wednesday when she decides to do something about it, when she drags her legs down the hall, and pushes herself to open that sacred door.

Slowly stepping inside, she feels the hardwood floor beneath her naked feet. They cringe a little bit when she steps one foot in front of the other, a noise that resembles her haunter heart and memories. After she turns on the light, April stops. The room feels dark, and empty. It doesn't have the feeling a nursery should have, and she knows just why. In the loneliness of the silence surrounding her, she felt her soul leave her body for an instant. In a blink of an eye she relived everything, and how she died completely the moment her son did.

Then, quickly taking a few steps back, she closes the door as fast as she opened it, running to the living room, and finding the only support she can find in that small white crib, with its huge yellow bow.

Reaching for her purse on the kitchen counter top, she grabs her phone, and without having time to even think twice, she dials the only number she cares to know.

It rings for what it feels like forever as she can feel a surprising panic attack hit her like a wildfire. Until it stops ringing, and she hears a muffled sound. "Hey?" She says, hoping to hear his voice. There's nothing, but the sound of a heavy breath on the other side. "Jackson, it's me… please." As she waits for his reply, she prays he's willing to talk to her. God knows he's the only one she needs now. Everything-" She stops, noticing for the first time she's been fully crying the whole time. "Everything is not okay."

After the longest four seconds of her life, she finds some relief in his voice and his reply comes as the biggest surprise.
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	2. Chapter 2

Wednesday was probably the worst day of the week so far. A day filled with meetings, and conference calls, and paperwork, and a lot more bureaucracy that he'd like to deal with. So, he called it a night at 10 pm, when he left work and got back to his hotel room. And by 10.30 pm he was fully asleep. Until the ringtone of his phone wakes him up one hour later.

Reaching for it on his nightstand, he mindlessly answers it. There's a voice. A muffled voice he did not recognize at first. A voice calling out for help. "_Everything is not okay_." He hears her say, in a desperate tone.

It's the panic in her voice that makes him open up his eyes and try to adjust his sight to the darkness. "Hmm, who is this?" He asks, taking a moment to fully comprehend who was calling or what was happening.

There's a sudden long pause, followed by a heavy gasp on the other side of the line. "It's me… April." She replies, completely mortified by his lack of attention. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have called."

"No, no. It's just… I was sleeping. What's _not okay_?" He asks, this time pulling the sheets and taking a seat on the king size bed. However, she doesn't reply. He can only hear her muffled cries, her hidden sobs, and her tears hitting her face on their way down. "April, are you crying?"

"Hmm, no… don't worry. Never mind."

"Is it the baby? Something's not right with the baby?" There's a sudden rush in his questions, a sudden crippling fear taking over.

"No, it's fine. Really."

"April?" Jackson insists, reaching with his free hand for the light on the nightstand to bright up the room.

"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have called. Have a good night, Jackson." She says, before she finally hangs up the phone.

Unsure of what to do or what to say, his mind doesn't allow him to rest. So, without hesitating he picks up her number and dials back. "_Hello?"_ He hears her voice one more time, when she answers the phone after a couple of rings.

"April? What's wrong?" He worries more when she keeps on leaving him hanging, when he hears nothing but her sad cries. "April?"

"I didn't get to thank you for the crib. It's beautiful." She politely says. "It's really beautiful."

"Is that why you're crying?"

"Hmm. Yes." She's partially lying, and he knows there must be more than that behind it. "Silly, I know."

"April?"

"I tried to put it in the nursery. I tried, but… I can't even get in it without… without thinking about Samuel, and… you."

"Oh…" He hears her say in the weakest tone and it breaks him to pieces, but he simply doesn't know what else to say.

"You know what? Never mind. Don't worry about me. I'm okay."

_Everything is not okay_.

.

He doesn't think twice before jumping off of bed and grabbing the first pair of jeans he finds on the way to the bathroom. Getting ready as quickly he possibly could, he doesn't spare time to rush to her side. It's wrong, and he knows it. And he's aware of how selfish it is on her part to call him only to hang up on him after everything she's done. But he can't help it. And he can't help the need of protecting them, her and the baby. And even if she did him wrong, nothing could prepare him for not loving her anymore. Even if it meant getting hurt once more.

.

She hears the doorbell ring twenty minutes later. Slowly, she gets herself up from the ground, where she's been sitting, by the crib.

"Hey." Jackson says, when she opens the front door. "I know I'm not supposed to be here, but I couldn't not come." There's a restraining order against him, so he could be technically be breaking the law.

"Oh, you shouldn't have bothered to-"

"April…" "I know you. I know something's not right. And even if you want to keep me at length-"

"I don't."

"You did!" He starts, but he takes a second to close his eyes and let out a deep breath. Shaking his head, and placing his hands on his jacket pockets, he goes on. "I'm not here to fight. Okay? Not now."

"Okay. But-"

"Why is the crib on the same place I left it?" He asks, taking a peek inside the room, and quickly making an effort to change the subject.

"Hmmm… well, I just couldn't do it." She says, slowly turning her head to look at the big yellow bow wrapping his present. "It's _his _room. _Was_ his room." It was Samuel's, and she can't quite find peace in it yet, even though that was the only place she could find peace at right after they lost him.

"Do you need help? With that, I mean."

"Yes. That'd be nice. But not now. I'm not ready yet."

"To put up the baby's room up yet?" He asks, and when she nods her head, he takes a step forward. Seeing for the first time her fully bright face up close, he notices the dark bags under her swollen eyes, her read cheeks and her trembling hands. "Okay, well. When you're ready, I'll be here. To help."

"Thank you."

"You're welcome." He states, nodding, feeling it was time to head back. "Have a good night, and if you need anything… you know."

"Thank you, Jackson. I mean it." She replies, giving him a surprising shy, yet grateful smile. "Oh and hmm… tomorrow, maybe, we could talk."

"Okay."

"Okay." He nods once again, and moves his feet to turn around to leave. And as she is about to close the door, she shouts his name and makes him stop. "Jackson, I dropped it, by the way. The restraining order."

"You-?"

"Goodnight."

He stands there as she fully closes the door, processing her words.

.

"She dropped them? Just like that, she said it?" Warren asks, from the opposite side of the operating table.

"Yep, just like that."

"She didn't say why she had them in the first place?"

"Nope."

"She didn't say why she let it go?"

"Nope."

"And you didn't ask?"

"Nope."

"Are you going to?"

Jackson looks up from the patient lying on the table, rolling his eyes. "Eventually."

"Well, if you do, you better take your chances, 'cause…"

"'Cause, what?" It's when he sees Warren's eyes move to the OR door that he understand who's walking in.

With a mask covering her mouth, she stops by the entrance, and swings back and forth a couple times. "Hey."

"Hi."

"I'm sorry to interrupt, but I just wanted to know if you're free later this afternoon."

"Why?"

"I've got an appointment. I scheduled an appointment, for _you_… for you to come and see."

"For me?"

"Yeah, I figured you'd like to meet your new baby."

...
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End file.
